BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
to atone for this fault; I went to Uttoxeter in very bad
weather, and stood for a considerable time bareheaded in the
rain, on the spot where my father's stall used to stand. In
contrition I stood, and I hope the penance was expiatory.'
Such was his intellectual ardour even at this time, that he
said to one friend, *Sir, I look upon every day to be lost, in
which I do not make a new acquaintance;9 and to another,
when talking of his illness, 'I will be conquered; I will not
capitulate.' And such was his love of London, so high a relish
had he of its magnificent extent, and variety of intellectual
entertainment, that he languished when absent from it, his
mind having become quite luxurious from the long habit of
enjoying the metropolis; arid, therefore, although at Lich-
field, surrounded with friends, who loved and revered him,
and for whom he had a very sincere affection, he still found
that such conversation as London affords, could be found no
where else. These feelings, joined, probably, to some flatter-
ing hopes of aid from the eminent physicians and surgeons in
London, who kindly and generously attended him without
accepting of fees, made him resolve to return to the capital.
Soon after Johnson's return to the metropolis, both the
asthma and dropsy became more violent and distressful. He
had for some time kept a journal in Latin of the state of his
illness, and the remedies which he used, under the title of
Mgri Ephemerh, [A Sick Man's Journal] which he began
on the 6th of July, but continued it no longer than the 8th
of November; finding, I suppose, that it was a mournful and
unavailing register. It is in my possession; and it written with
great care and accuracy.
My readers are now, at last, to behold SAMUEL JOHNSON
preparing himself for that doom, from which the most ex-
alted powers afford no exemption to man. Death had always
been to him an object of terrour; so that, though by no means
happy, he still clung to life with an eagerness at which many
have wondered. At any time when he was ill, he was very
much pleased to be told that he looked better. An ingenious
member [William Seward] of the Eumelian Club? informs
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